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LR OP OSAL. 

UPON presenting this proposal, I am sensib] ley 
that a thousand difficulties wil be started | Oy every Sapl- 
ent cilizen—and, no doubt, every one of the ious sand, 
will be swelled to the size of an impassable mountain, 
and thrown directly across the road which |] propose to 
travel. Against all this I enter my protest. I have the 
authority of the great Sancho Panza for the axiom— 
“Let every tub stand upon its owl’ hottom”—and surely, 
in this wise world, nothing can be more reasonable then 
that every man should judge for himself and mind his 
own business. I have viewed the whole ground,.and do 
here declare that the thing is not only possible, but very 
feasible—provided we all mind cur own business and do 
our own duty like honest writers and candid readers. 
‘My business is to print and publish every Saturday a 
pamphiet of twelve pages—the business of the men, wo- 
men, boys, and girls is to subscribe for this paper and to 
ie « it carefully when published. \ Now, ii we all mind 

yur business, the world will certainly be enlightened and 
edified by the opinions, whims, and admonitions of one 
who has lived in it not wholly unobservant of its stra ight 
and crooked ways 
I shall promise nothing—by my fruits you must 
judge me. Lest, however, my o bject may be misunder- 
stood, I will modestly suggest that my pages shall be 
hill ed with Moral and Monitorial essays—partly original 
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and partly selected, with care, from rare and approved 
authors. Something like Belles Lettre specul: ations 
may occasionally be expected. The vices of the world 
will meet, in this paper, with no toleration—and the 
faults and follies of this city, (provided any be here,) 
vhether sanctioned by fashion or protected by power, 
shall’ receive sober and salutary castigation. Political 
discussion shall be wholly excluded. Tire sanctuary of 
domestic life is holy—it shall never be entered but for 
holy and charitable purposes. 
Whether lam competent to conc eek such a paper, 
the public cannot know but by experie! nce. I make no 


lofty pretentiong—but with the assistance of friends 
Y | ) 


whose kind aid I am assured will be occasion sy afford- 


ed, I cannot but hope te furnish a weekly oamphiet, 
which shali amuse as well as instruct. If I Rvs suita- 
ble encouragement the first number shall be published 
in the course of seven or eight weeks—but, if my re- 
ception is cold and unwelcome, they shall hear no more 
from their humble servant, 
CHARLES CANDID. 
iludson, Ociober 29, 1811. 
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TO THE P RONS OF THE CASKET. 
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Ladies and Bisctuids 
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ihe publisher returns his sincere acknowledgments 
for your united-efforts in promoting a and establishing the 
Casket. Sincerely wishing that this literary produc- 
tion may Increase to the pleasing satisfaction and amuse-. 
ment of its readers; the editor pledges himself to sup- 
port its paves uncentaminated by personal abuse or the 
cruel outrage of unnec onenty and unwarrantable slan- 
der, but true to his original design, will spurn at, (with 
indignatt ces il political Jarings. 
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” mmencing this pu blication, the conductor is 


actuate 1 by two dis ain -t motives; the most prominent 
of which is, he candidly confesses, the hope of erecting 
a little establishment for himself, whereby he may ac- 
quire the comforts of life, with greater ease and facility 
than can be done in the more contracted sphere ofa 
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weather. The sparrow in Africa hedzes round its nest 


with thorns ; and even the swallow, under tne eves of 


houses or in the rifts of rocks, makes a tube to its nest 
of six or seven inchesin length. Thesame kind of birds 
in Northern Europe, having nothing to apprehend from 
monkies, snakes, and other noxicies anlinals, construct 
open nests.—Larrow’s Travels in Southern Africa. 











From Montrcomery’s ** West-Indtes,”’ 
o ’ 
THE NEGRO. 


IN these romantic regions Man grows wild ; 
Here dwells the Negro, nature’s outcast child, 
Scorned by his brethren ; but his mother’s eye, 
That gazes on him from her warmest sky, 
Sees in his flexile limbs untutored grace ; 

Power on his forehead, beauty in bis face ; 

Sees in his breast, where lawiess passions rove, 
The heart of friendship and the home of love ; 
Sees in his mind, where desolation reigns, 
Fierce as his clime, uncultured as his plains, 

A soil where Virtue’s fairest flowers might shoot, 
And trees of science bend with glorious fruit ; 
Sees in his soul, involved in thickest night, 

An emanation of eternal light, 

Ordained ’midst sinking worlds his dust to fire, 
And shine forever when the stars expire. 

Is he not Man, though knowledge never shed 
Her quickening beams on his neglected head ? 
is he not Man, though sweet religion’s voice 
Ne’er bade the mourner in his God rejoice? 

Is ve net Man, by sin and suffering tried ? 

Is he not Man, for whom the Savior died ? 

Belie the Negro’s power ‘s—in headlong will, 
Christian ! thy brother thou shalt prove him still: 
Belie his virtues—since his wrongs began, 

_ dis follies and his crimes have stampt him MAN. 
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Ah! what coufd induce us to st: ‘uggle throuh life 
If Hofie, smiling Hope, cid not | bright ten the sloom 
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HOPE. 
& Kohe ¥s rines eternal in the human breast.’°"—pore. 

Midst the ’wiid’ring’s of care and torments of strife, 
That darken and sadden our path to the tomb, 







The chaplet that sorrow had steep’d In her tears, 
Yts roses all drooping, all wither’d and pale, 
Reviv'd by her breath, far more Precis appears, 
Than when it was scatViing its hal ie gale. 
©! come, then, enchantress, atid spread o’er my soul 
Ab beam of thy racdience to hehten its wos 
And while thy gay visions illusively roll, 
i 7 worship the spell, though its falsehood I know. 


J’or long in my bosom, corrosive and stern, 

Has wild disappointment exerted its sway ; 
Yet still to the finger of fZofre will I turn, 

That points in the distance an unclouded day. 


Aden et it return, that clear_.white dawning morn, 
O’er which no more tempeésts of anguish shall rave { 
Hofie * is mer s it will—for, extracted the thorn, 


? 


Thy bosom shail tranquilly rest in the grave. 





Ant a clear shall eternity’s morning arise, 
, 
‘ 


\nd bright and unfadine thy bappiness glow ; 
1h housh hast 1 pon earth, awill be found in the skies, 
Untarnished by falsehood, unsaihed by wo. 
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** A Letter-Box is opened at 221 Warren-street, 
where communications for “ Zhe C.sket,” in prose or 
verse, Will be thankiully received. 
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ZU} DSON: >R RINT ED AN ) p UBLISHED 
B Y C. M. BEMENT, 

Wo. 221 Warren-sireet, at One Dollar a palunes, payable on the 

delivery of the 13:h number of each volume—No sub- 
scription received for Jess than an entire volume, 

Subseriptions received at Wm. Bement’s, 

City- H atel, and at the Office of 
The Casker.—1811, 
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